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city, while others circled round the much less densely
populated suburbs,
One interesting air raid, which I witnessed, took
place during a beautiful summer night. I had gone
to the racing track to see a bicycle race. A short time
before one of the best known French long distance
bicycle racers, Darragon, had been killed in an accident
while riding behind a motor-cycle. He was very
popular in Paris, and I remember well seeing him
several times, years before, rushing at terrific speed
behind a huge motor-cycle on one of those long distance
races in which not only physical endurance is necessary
for success, but also ability, strategy, and excellent team
work between the bicycle rider and his leader on the
motor-cycle. It might seem unusual that the death of
a man known to all the youth of Paris should have
produced such a deep feeling in the midst of a critical
moment of a great war. It did, however, create this
impression, and on that night the Velodrome D'hiver
was filled to capacity.
All receipts were to be donated for a monument in
memory of the racer. It was a very interesting race,
with many of the heroes of the track present, as well as
many who were already retired and who had returned
for this particular occasion. Every seat was occupied.
While the race was on the noise of the sirens warning
of an air raid was heard. But the spectators, as well as
the participants, were so engaged in the race that no
one paid any attention to the sirens, although the huge
windows trembled from the explosions of air bombs
and anti-aircraft guns. The shouts of the audience
went up as though nothing was happening. The whole
programme was completed in spite of the continuous